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that ideal, but the wholesale use of the car, the
decline of horse-traffic (which agitation may in
time completely ban from the main streets), and
the new surfaces of our roadways, have helped
us a good way towards it. Falling down when
crossing the street on a wet day is not now the
wreckage of your day which it was. You may
get somewhat soiled, but a quick brush will
put you right. Forty years ago you could
only put yourself right by a complete external
change.
That London was not only a London of mud,
but a London of darker nights. It had its great
glittering streets, but these were mainly in the
central west. Away from the principal streets it
was none too well lit. There were miles of sad
streets, heavy houses and small, glimmering
shops. One of the terrors of my childhood was
those long, silent side-streets, with only a sickly
lamp here and there, stretching into an infinity
of murk and pathos. They added a grievous
burden to the general sigh which is the breathing
of all great cities. They seemed crowded with
invisible presences and fears, and one turned
from themrto the light and movement of the
main streets as to sanctuary. To-day one finds
few of them in central London or even in the
near suburbs. The most secluded squares and
byways are now so illuminated that one is never
at any point in darkness.